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mere Cask$>baue an eye to Cynna, trufi not-Trebomus y marke 
wllCMctellus Cymber % c Decius Brutus hues thee not : Thou 
haft wrong'd Cams Ligarius. There n bat one mindein all 
thefe men, and it is bent sgainjl Cdfar . If thou beejt not Im- 
mortally loeke about you : Security gwes way to Covffiracie . 
The mighty Gods defied thee. 

Thy Loucr, Artemidorns. 
Heere will I ftand , till Cdfar pafTe along, 
And as a Sutor will I giue him this : 
My heart laments, that Vertuc cannot Hue 
Out ©f the teeth of Emulation. 
If thou rcade this,0 Cdfar 3 thou mayeft Huc$ 
If not, the Fates with Traitors do contriue. Exit. 
Enter Portia and Lucius. 
Tor. I prythec Boy,run to the Senate-houfc, 
Stay not to anfwer me, but gee thee gone. 
Why doeft thou ftay ? 

Luc. To knovy my errand Madam. 
For. I would haue had thee there and heere agen 
Ere I can tell thee what thou fhould'ft do there \ 

0 Conftancie, be ftrong vpon my fide, 
Set a huge Mountaine 'cwecne my Heart and Tongue : 

1 haue a mans roindc, but a vvomans might* : 
How hard it is for women to keepc counfeU. 
Art thou heerc yet ? 

Luc. Madam,what fliould I do ? 
Run to theCapitoll,and nothing clfe ? 
And fo returnc to you,and nothing elfe ? 

Per. Yes,bring me word Bey, if thy Lord look well, 
j For he went (ickly forth : and take good note 
What Cdfar doth, what Sutors prefle to him. 
Hcarke Boy,what noy fc is that ? 
Life* Ihcare none Madam. 
Por. Prytheeliften well: 
* I heard a bufsling Rumor like a Fray, 
And the winde brings it from the Capitoll. 
Luc. SootK Madam. I heare nothing. 

enter the Sooth fay cr* 
Por. Come hither Fellow.which way halt thou bin ? 
Sooth- At mine owne houfe,good Lady, 
For. Whatis'taclocke? - 
Sooth. About the ninth boure Lady. 
Por. Is Cdfar yet gone to the Capitoll ? 
Sooth. Madarn not yet, I go to take my ftand, 
To fee him pafle on to the Capitoll. 

Por. Thou haft ibme fuice to CxfarfaR thou not? 
Sooth. That I haue Lady , if it will pleafe Cdfar 
To be fo good xxxCo ftr,2$ to heare me : - 
I fhall befecch him to befriend himfelfe. 
j Por. Why knoiv'ft thou any harme's intended to-: 
ward; hitrr*?.. . 

Sooth. None that I kno.w will be, 
Much that I fearc may chance : 
Good morrow to you : heerc the ftrect is narrow ? 
The throng that folio we* Cdfar atthchecles, 
Of ScnatorSjofPra^cors, common Sutors, 
Will crowd a feeble man (.«ilmoft) to death : 
lie gc: me to a place more voyd, and there 
j Spcakc to pitk Caftr as he cot^es along. £ x j> 
I TVr. i ftta1i : gVf£ : 
f jBf&Htb /How \vcnke a cHing 
I The-heart pfMfojffan is $ O Brutus^ 
T h c H cawsj ^ fp^e d c th ee frt t hi n c e n r erp r i l e , 
Sfftrthe.Iloy heard me : Brxttis hath a fuitc 
That Cdfar will not grant* 0,Igrow faint : 
Run Lucius, and commend me to my Lord, 
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Say 1 am merry; Come to me aoaine 
And bring me word what he doth fay to thee 

' Ex* 


Alius Tertius. 



Flourift. 

Snter ' C^far, Brutus Caffius, C^Becius, ^ uU 
t™<»s>Cy»n4^»ton^ 

ImsyandtheSoothfayer. S > IuL 

C of. The Ides of March are come. 

Sooth. I fdfar, but not gone. 

Art. Haile C*far: Read this Sccdule 

Decs, rrrfwiwdotbdefireyoutoor^rwi 
(At your beft leyfure) this his humble fuitc 

Art. O Cdfar , rcade mine firft : for mine's a f u j Ce 
That.touches Cdfar ncerer. Read it great CdT 

Cdf What touchctvf our fcIfc^allbclaftfLy 

Art. Delay not Cdfar^d it inftantly 1 

Cdf What,is the fellow mad? 

Pub. Sirra,giuc place. 

Caff. What,vrgcyouyourPctitionsintbcflrett> 
Come to the Capitoll. rcct? 

Popl. I wittiyour enterprise to day may thriuc, 
Caff. Whatentcrprize/ > ^//// w ? ; 
Popil. Fare you well. 
"Bra. What faid Popi/ltus Lena? 
Caffi; He wifht to day our enterprise might thriue- 
1 fearc our purpofc is difcoucrcd. 

? V £ L r° k L Q tT ?° ma , kcS t0 C ^ r: ma ^ehim. 
c*fft. ^^befodaine/orwefeareprcucntion 
Brutus what (hall be done? If this be knowne ' 
Caffius or C4* r n ^uer (hall turne backe, 
For I will flay myielfe. 

Bru. Caffim be conftant : 
Poptftw Lena fpeakes not of our pprpo/es, 
For looke he fmiles, and C £ far doth not change. 
^ Caff. Trebonim knowes his time: for look youBmm 
He drawes Marl^Antony out of the way. 

DecL Where is Metellus Cimber,kt him go, 
And presently preferre his fuitc to Ccefar. 

Bru. He is addrcft : prefle necre,and fecond him. 
Cin. Casfayou are the firft that rcarcs your hand, > 
Caf. Are we all ready>Whatisnowamifle, 
That Ctfar and his Senate muft redreflc ? 

MetelMott high,moft mighty,and moft puifant Cri!r 
Metellw Cymber throwes before thy Seatc 
An humble heart. 

Cdf. Imuftpreuent theeC)w^r: 4 
Thefe couchings 5 and thefe lowly courtefies 
Might fire the biood of ordinary men, 
And turne pre-Ordinsnce,and firft Dccrcei 
Into the lane of Children. Be net fond. 
To \ hinkc that afar beares fuch Rebel! blbod 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
With that which mclteth Fooles, I meanc fweet words, 
Low.crookcd-curtfies a and bafc Spanicll fawning: 
Thy Brother by decree is banilhed : 
If thou doeft bend, and pray,and fawne for him; 
I fpurne thee like a Curre out of ray way : 
Know, C (zfar doth not wrong, nor without caufe 
Willhebefatisfied. 
Metel.U there no voyce more worthy then my owns, 

To 




up 


It the repealing of my bani(h J d Brother? 

t,rt*. I kifle thy hand, but not in flattery Cafar : 
Befiring thee, that Publitu Cymber may 
jLg an immediate treedome of repcale. 
mmf W 'hat Br utm} 
^^ajfi. Patdon Cafar: Cafar -pardon * 
As lowe as to thy foote dothfifuu fall, 
fobegae infranchifement for Vubhus Cymber * 

C*f\ could be well mou'd, if 1 were as you, 
ifl could pray to mooue, Prayers would moouc mc : 
But I a^ conftant as the Northernc Starre, 
Of whofc true fixt, and refting quality, 
There is no fellow in the Firmament. 
TheSkies are painted with vnnumbred fparkes, 
They arc 3ll Fire> and cuery one doth fhine : 
But,there'sbutonein all doth hold his place, 
jo jn the World ; Tis furnifh'd well with Men, 
^ n d Men are Flefti and Blood,and 3pprehcnfiuc; 
Yec in the number, I do know but One 
That vnaftay lcable holds on his Ranke , 
Vnlhak'd of Motion : and that 1 am he, 
Let me a little Chew it, euen in this : 
That I was conftant Cymber fihould be bani(h'd, 
And conftant do remaine to keepe him fo. 

Cinna. O fafar. 

Cdf Hence : Wilt thou life vp Olympus ? 
Decim* Great Cdfar. 
Caf. Doth notHrutm bootlefle kneele ? 
Cask Speakc hands for me. 

They flab C<cfar. 

Caf. St Tu 'Brute . ? — ; Then fall Cdfar. Dyes 

Cin. Liberty ,Freedome ; Tyranny is dead, 
Run hen<:e, proclaime, cry it about the Streets. 

CaffL Sonie to the common Pulpit s,and cry out 
Liberty ,Freedomc,andEnfranchifement. 

Bru. People and Senators, b: not affrighted : 
Fly not, ftand ftill : Ambitions debt is paid. 
Cask. Go to the Pulpit Brutm. 
Dec* And Caffim too. 
3V#. Where's Publitut 

Cin. Heere, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand faft togcther,leaft fome Friend of Cdfars 

Should chance ~ 

Bru. Talke not of ftanding. Publim good checre, 
There is no hormc intended to y our peribn, 
Nor to no Roman elfe 3 fo tell them PubltHs. 

Cajfi. Andleauevs Publm, leaft that the people 
Ruling on vs, fliould do your Age fome mifchiefc. 

Tru. Do fo, and let no man abide this deede, 
But we the Doers. 

Enter Trebonitu* 

Cafu Where is Antony ? 
1 Ttfib. FledtohisKoufeamaz'd: 
Men, Wiues.and Ghildrcn/t^re^ry out,and run, 
As it wereDoomelday. 

Em. Fates,vve will know your pleafures : 
That we {hall dye \y.e.know^ 'tis but the time 
And drawing d*y^srput 0 that men ftand vpon # 

Cask^ Why he that cuts off twenty yearcs of life, 
Cuts off fo many yeares of fcanng death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is Death a Benefit : 
So are we Cdfars Friends, that haue abrld g'd 
His time of fearing dc.uh. Stoope Romans,ftcope, 
And let vs bathe our hands in Cdfars blood 
Vp to the Eibowes, and befmeare our Swords 2 


Then walke we forth, euen to the Marketplace, 
And wauing our red Weapons o're our heads, 
Let's all cry Peace, Frecdome,and Liberty. 

Cajft. Stoop then,and wafh. How many Ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be aded ouer, 
In State vnborne, and Accents yct vnknowne? 

*BrH. How many times fhall Cdfar bleed in fport, 
That now on Pompeyes Bafis lye along, 
No worthier then the duft ? 

Caffi. So oft as that fliallbe, 
So often fhall the knot of vs be callM, 
The Men that gaue their Country liberty. 
T>ec. What,fhall we forth? 
Caffu Leuery man away, 
Bruttu fhall leadc, and we will grace his heeles 
With the molt boldcft,and beft hearts of Rome. 

Enter aSeruant. 
Bm t Soft, who comes heere? A friend of Antonies.. 
Ser. Thus Brutus did my Mafter bid me kneele; 
Thus did Mark^ tsf atony bid me fall do wne, 
And being prolhate, thus he bad me fay : 
Brut us \$ Noble, Wife, Valiant,and Honeft ; 
Cafir was Mighty, BoJd,Roy all,and Louing : 
Say, I louc Brutus, and I honour him ; 
Say, I fear'd Cdfar, honour'*) him^and lou'd him. 
\S Brutus will vouchfafe,that Antony 
May fafely come to him, and be refolu'd 
How Cdfar hath deferu'd to lye in death, 
Mark Antony, fhall not loue Ctfardcad 
So well as Brutus huing ; but vvill follow 
The Fortunes and AfFayres of Noble Brutus^ \ 
Thorough the hazards of this vntrod S c a 
With all true Faith. So fayes my Mafter Antony. 

Bru* Thy Mafter is a Wife and VaiiantRomwie, 
I ncuer thought hire worfc : 
Tell him, fo pleafe him come vnro this place 
He fHll be iatisfied ; and by my Honor 
Depart vntouch'd. 

Ser. He fetch him prefently. Exit Strnant* 

Bru. 1 know that we (hail haue him well to Friend* 
folfi- I vv jih we may : But yet haue I a irunde 
That feares him much : and my mifgiuing ftill 
Falles fhrcwdly to the purpofe. 

Enter Antony, 
Bru t But heere comes Antony : 
Welcome Mark^Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Cdfa*\ Do3 thou lye fo lowe ? 
Are all thy ConqucftSjGlorieSjTriumphcs^Spoilcs, 
Shrunke to this little Meafure ? Fare thee well. 
I know not Gentlemen whatyou intend, 
Who elfe muft be let blood, who clfe is ranke : 
]fi my fclfc, there is nkhoure fofit 
As Cdfars deaths boure ; nor no Inftrument 
Of haife that worth, as thofc your Swords; made rich 
With the moft Noble blood of all this World. 
I do befeech yce, if you b *are me hard, 
Now, whil'ft your purpled hands do reeke and fmoake, 
Fulfill ypufc pleafure. Liue a thoufand yeeres, 
I fhall not finde my felfe fo apt to dye. 
No place wilVpleafe me fo, no meane of death, 
As hecre by Cdfar, and by you cut off, 
The Choice and Mafter Spirits of this Age. 

Bru. O Antony \ Begge not your death of ys: 
Though now wc muft appeare bloody and cruell, 
As by our hands and this our preicnt A&e 
You fee we do : Yet fee you but our hands, 

- And / 


